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suffering, dies away out of sight with the
autumnal flowers. Nature is here too strong
for man to do more than throw a trail upon
her landscape, which may show itself for a
day in the bunch-grass, among the grey sand,
and then vanish from sight like the track of a
ship at sea. The prairie is not man's home. Even
if he had time to plant and reap it, he could
hardly grow a blade of grass, a stalk of Indian
corn, on these open flats, where myriads of locusts
clatter through the air, devouring in their hunger
every green leaf and twig. We ride past a
lonely ranch, near which the daring and hopeful
tenant had planted a field with corn, for his
winter food. Look at the poor man's harvest!
Legions of locusts are upon his crop ; and every
ear that should have made him bread has been
picked away.

In these uplands, Nature is lord and king.
Snipes and plovers abound; blackbirds, carrion
crows, ravens, and vultures are also seen. Flowers
are still common; most of all, the dwarf sun-
flower, which is sown so thickly through the land-
scape as to give it a shimmer of burning gold.
The dwarf sun-flower is, in fact, the prairie flower;
lighting up the face of Nature everywhere in our